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Another, whose name I must not divulge, was the
Duke of M------, a name little removed from Italian
royalty. Not that he minded divulging it himself; for
we travelled up to Edmonton together, and the only
remark I could get from him as he gazed, smiling
vaguely out of the window, was what apparently
seemed to him so incredible a fact, " Yes, I am the Duke
of M------!"
These notes MUST be more consecutive !
After Halifax \ve visited New Glasgow, where I saw
a name on a shop window which I had always thought
the invention of a wag, " jMadsaacs." The transport
of our impedimenta from the station to the theatre
looked something like the picture opposite. The stage
of the theatre being often too small to accommodate
our furniture, it had to be stacked up outside in the
snow. (See the other illustration.)
Playing " the smalls " in Canada needs some heroism.
The accommodation for artists in the theatres of these
small towns is often a grave reproach to their citizens.
The dressing-rooms are usually below the stage,
separated from each other by flimsy wooden partitions,
in close proximity to the furnace which heats the entire
building (sometimes the neighbouring buildings too).
There is little or no ventilation and frequently nothing
but a basin on a stool for washing. I have known cases
where the ladies and gentlemen were expected to wash
at the sink. The first case of this kind I met with raised
my ire, and I told the manager (alas, an Englishman!),
that, until basins and jugs were provided for each
dressing-room, the curtain would not go up. They
were provided inside fifteen minutes, and upon our
departure these unlooked-for luxuries were locked away
in a cupboard only to be brought out when the pampered
* Martin-Harvey Company* returned to the town! To
cover the long distances between the larger towns it is
necessary to stop at these small places, and it is such
discomfort and unhealthy conditions which often deter
good companies from visiting the Dominion, There is